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Heavenly thing, that givest 

Of thy light so free, 
Tell me how thou livest 

And how I may helpful be ! 

In my place remaining^ 

Silent^ trusting^ true^ 
Same fresh kmmledge gainings 

While the universe I view ! 

Steadfast brother, teach me 

To shed radiance bright 
Like thy beams that reach me 

Adown avenues of night ! 

Read; think; naughty never ^ 

Onward humbly plod^ 
Blessing Him far ever 

Whose hand fashions cloud and clod ! 
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The Pearl. 

-T* 

*' Both these eyes you enthrall ! '* 
A mermaid joyous cried ; 

"A frail nacre-ball!" 

The gem simply replied. 

" Fair, neat, perfect ! " " So wrought 

Through calculosity : 
A sea-waif woe-fraught 

Framed this microcosm^- ^^ / " 
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The Cowries. 

— lii — 

" I WAS deemed a rare queen ! " 

Quoth a conch one day ; 
Little shells, white-lipped and lean. 

That together lay. 

Rhymed : <' While subjects she sought. 

With her regal fuss, 
How many fine things were bought 

Just by means of us ! " 
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The Wind and the Waves. 

— ^ — 

" Without yoxir king nought would you be ! '* 

Said the wind to the waves ; 
" I crown you fleet queens of the sea 

And creators of caves ! " 

" We quietly would ebb and flow ! " 

Said the waves to the wind ; 
" Beneath yoxir royal rule we grow 

Graceless, cold and unkind ! " 
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The Pull Moon and the Mine. 



" Futile are your rays for man ! "• 

The mine told the moon ; 
** Sky-lamp, lunatic things scan ! 
Mock, tinsel boon ! " 

" Baleful is your store to him ! " 
The moon told the mine ; 
** Star-vault, whose dust renders dim 
The sight divine!" 
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The Dewdrop. 

— * — 

A GLISTENING dewdrop gleamed 

Upon a grass-leaf lean, 
(The most besoiled it seemed) 

And like an emerald green, 
At times a ruby bright, 

Fast twisted, twirled, and spun 
A wondrous web of radiant light. 

Beneath the summer morning sun. 

At last the grass-leaf sighed : 

" With dark, scarred, grimy me 
No longer, dear, abide ! 

Dust will bedim . . . ! " With glee 
Whispered the sky-bom child. 

And star-like glowed amain : 
" I came to bring good cheer ; defiled, 

Grod can soon make me pure again !" 
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The Snowflake. 



** Ah, now ! " a snowflake cried, " Now let me turn 

Fast into some far more important creature ! 
A life of insignificance I spurn . . . ! " 

A change came over her in spirit and feature : 
She melted in the mould near a chalk-stone. 

Where red leaves lay around in many a heap ; 
November boughs athwart the swales made moan, 

And storms adown the mountain-sides did 
sweep. 

When Spring died, who succeeded Winter cold, 

And Autumn went out with a desperate sigh, 
The snowflake that had melted in the mould 

Anew was scurrying firom the hooded sky ; 
She reached an Alpine peak where, for one end. 

Millions of firail things linked and parted never, — 
Significant in that they helped to send 

The rivers to the ocean rushing ever ! 
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The Hailstone. 

— * — 

A HAILSTONE Struck a rose, and lay 

Prone at the rose-tree's feet : 
" Forgfiveness vainly will he pray 

Who wounds one so good, fair and sweet ! '* 

" Slowly say so ! " the flushed flower wept, 

Letting a soft leaf fall .... 
The violator swooned and slept 

Beneath a beauteous pink-tipt pall ! 
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The Rainbow. 

— * — 

" Here comes my enemy again ! " 
The sunshine cried and sped, 

Beam-shody across the golden grain ; 
When a harebell blinking said : 

** He has this moment gone, good shower ! 

With angry words he flew ! 
Come ! Hurry ! Were I not a flower, 

I would catch and kiss him too ! " 

The rain ran where the hot sun past .... 

The Scottish bluebell's eye 
Surveyed the sheep-downs overcast, 

And a poised arc spanned the sky ! 
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The Crocus and the Snowdrop. 

— * — 

A FLOWER flashed out of the cold earth and cried : 

''Winter has gone who made the firmament 
numb! 

Ah ! sunlight warms the bare world ! Far and wide 

Birds sing that have so long a while been 
dumb ! '* 

A snowdrop turned in pensiveness away : 
" To winter days ago I bade adieu ! 

Insooth the value of what people say 

Wholly depends upon their point of view ! " 
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The Daisy and the Daffodilly. 

— * — 

** I OFT, distraught, have thought folk ought 
To call me some name to denote 

That for mere show I have been wrought : 
A button trim on April's coat ! " 

*• Your lashes white unite at night ! " 
An asphodel said, whispering sweet ; 

" And when noontide has reached his height 
You glow with gladness in the heat ! " 
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The Lily and the Violet. 

— * — 

A TALL white lily scanned with scorn 
A little thing dark of hue ; 

An old man with a scythe that mom 
Stept suddenly into view. 

The shining, long, new-sharpened blade 
Swept blusteringly around .... 

The g^and flower like a bulrush swayed, 
Then floundered upon the ground. 

Lower the violet bent her head. 
Regarding her narrow girth : 

** Have not the mosses often said : 
* The meek inherit the earth ' f " 
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The Sundial and the Sunflower. 

— * — 

" You will soon bid this world good-bye ! ' 

A scarred sundial said, 
And grinned ; (a tall stem stood hard by. 

With a haloed head) 
** A soft breeze would blow you down ! 

I can shoulder the blast ! 
I jeer mankind, but my renown 

For millions of years will last ! " 

** I suppose," flashed the answer pat, 

" Death himself you scorn ! 
But when my body dies, stone-cat, 

I will be reborn ! 
And though I may lack your store 

Of Eg3rptian grace. 
The time will come when men no more 

Will gaze on your brazen face ! " 



B 2 
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The Acorn and the Qrape-seed. 



Once in a wall-girt garden-bed. 

It was the month of May, 
An acorn to a grape-seed said : 

(Thus goes a goblin lay) 

" When thou art but a trailing vine. 

And I a tree rich-grown. 
About me thou durst never twine, — 

My heart shall be like stone ! " 

Next May, the rh3rme runs, Two-Shoes found 

A sprightly lusty sprout ; 
" I have no room in my neat ground 

For grand oaks ! Sir Twig, out ! ** 
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The Oak and the Mistletoe. 

— * — 

** The lightning strike thee, mistletoe ! " 
An oak outburst one night ; 

** Why on the ground wilt thou not grow. 
Thou worthless parasite ? 

I wish the wind would wrench away 
Those nasty hands that hold 

Still tightly if the zeph5nrs play 
Or Boreas blusters bold ! " 

Heaven's fire fell on the vengeful oak, 

And paralysed an arm ; 
The epiphyte said : " Why invoke 

Upon my poor head harm r 

Thy stem is strong and mine is weak, 
So on this stout forked bough 

It is not strange that I should seek 
Safety of such as thou ! 

Thou art the king of trees, and I 

A humble plant low-bom ! 
Together both of us may die 

Before to-morrow mom ! " 
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On Christmas Eve a stripling clomb 

The creaking oak, and soon, 
Laden with trembling sprays, jogged home. 

Humming an old hymn tune. 

The mistletoe sighed : " Arms I miss! " 
And showed two round white teeth ; 

** That swain will hang them up and kiss 
His sweetheart underneath ! '* 

" The woodman's son ! " the oak groaned, " Oh, 

Clasp me more tightly round ! 
His father's axe might long ago 

Have felled me to the ground ! 

Come, let thy little leaves with love 

Gaze up at me, and I 
Will spread my branches broad above 

And guard thee till both die ! " 
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The Cabbage-Palm and the Banana-Tree. 

— lii — 

** How would you like so very tall to be ? " 
The cabbage'-palm asked the banana-tree. 

The trade-winds bore along the trim reply : 
" Young people I with fine food would supply! 

" How would you like to win longevity ?" 
The cabbage-palm asked the banana-tree. 

The Musa's fibres made a sedgy sigh : 
** Daresay I will be usefiil when I die ! " 
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The Nest in the Fir. 
— 4h — 

A PRUDENT thrush to build a nest 

Had laboured full many a long day ; 

And, happy bird, by no cares opprest, 
Began her eggs to lay. 

" A fir-tree I selected, for 

The rock-soil its mighty roots bind ; 
No truculent claw can reach me nor 

The sprite with fists xmkind ! " 

A woodman plied his axe below .... 

The dusky spruce fell with a groan : 
Haw oft are our grandest schemes laid law^ 

Our best plans overthrorvn ! 
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The Necessitous Cuckoo. 

— * — 

This a tit-lark, sitting low, heard : 

" Very — naughty ! 
How to— build my — own nest — no bird 

Ever — ^taught me ! " 
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The Poet Wren. 

— * — 

A WRENy SO runs a gracious lay, 

A student's dusty bookshelf sought, 

And on a volume old and grey 

An architectural wonder wrought : 

A house she built ; domed was its roof, 

Its walls were arched, its floor was round. 

With carpets warm of floral woof. 
In mystery did this home aboimd. 

The ballad is not long. This wren 

In her straw bield was fi-aught with fear, 

(Why will birds be afraid of men ?) 
The student to her nest drew near ; 

He sought a tome, in vellum boimd. 

Laden with £Eicts historic, dry 
As dust, the names of dukes war-crowned . . . 

The nut-brown wren rose with a sigh. 
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Her bright eyes flashed ; fluttering she trilled. 

Her voice was like a violin, 
The shadows of the chamber thrilled. 

Charmed was her enemy tall and thin. 

** Sing, swarthy creature I sing once more ! 

No harm thy sweet home shall befall ! 
Teach me thy language and thy lore I 

My books — ^to thee I give them all ! " 

" Three songs I know ! " replied the wren, 
(In her neat nest her pinions furled) 

" And note it plainly with thy pen : 
Love ts the best thing in the world! " 
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The Robin at the Zoo. 
— * — 

High on an elephant's back a bird 
A florid sweet song sung ; 

The pachyderm blinked as he heard ; 
His trunk he upward swung : 

" If I could wield my voice like you, 
Who am so big and strong, 

Ah, when my trumpet loud I blew. 
Heaven would heed my song ! " 

The robin flufifed his feathers red. 
And whisked his bonnie wings : 

" In music size is nought ! " he said, 
« The lute has little strings ! " 
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The Jackdaw and the Nightingale. 



A JACKDAW asked a nightingale : 
"Why do you sing so late ?" 

" Because I have full many a tale 
To tell my loving mate ! " 

" Tell me a tale ! " the croaker cried. 

" There was a steadfast knight 
Who loved a lady fair : she died, 

He died the self-same night ! " 

" Why did the knight's life so soon end ? 

Has love a -sword of steel r " 
" The head will never comprehend 

Except the heart can feel ! " 
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The Catapult. 
— * — 

A HEAVENLT-blue-eyed schoolgirl found 

A catapult one day ; 
Upon the damp and grassless ground 

A bird beside it lay. 

She moaned to see the spots of blood 
On beak and foot and feather ; 

She dug a deep hole in the mud. 
And buried all together. 

Then with her skipping-rope she sped 
Fast down the village lane : 

'' Both now have vanished, both lie dead. 
The slayer and the slain ! " 



Digitized 



by Google 



31 



The Mouse and the Skylark. 

— * — 

A SKYLARK, captured by two scapegfrace boys. 
Within a narrow, deal cage one June night 
Grrief-laden stood. 
Oh, it was dark ! She thought of all the joys 
The world once held for her : the sunshine bright. 
The shadowy wood. 

The moss-clad stones, the flowers, the fresh, sweet 
breath 
Of rose-faced dawn, the floating clouds, the wind. 
" Once was I free ! 
But now must die a most unnatural death ! 
Oh, why are human creatures so unkind ? 
What cruelty ! " 

A nimble animal from his frowy hole 
Sped stealthily along the flagstone floor. 
In search of cheese ; 
Soon was the cage espied, and fleet steps stole 
Between two flat rails of the rough-planed door : 
*^ Excuse me, please ! 
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What a surprise, and pain, insooth, to find 
A bird behind these prison-bars ! Oh, say 
Something ! Because 
Men call me Mouse means not I am unkind ! 
I do my work by night, you yours by day ! " 
After a pause, 

The bird said : " Though your form I cannot see 
I love . . . . ! My name is Skylark ! Do not scorn 
My words ! Two imps 
(You have heard of man's inhumanity !) 
Shut me up in this dungeon yestermom ! 
Oh ! for a glimpse 

Of England ! Thrice six hours ago I trilled, 
Gazing on her ; her dark trees stretched in awe 
To watch me, while 
Clouds great and small with my clear music thrilled ! 
From the dim sky dewy hedge-framed fields I saw ! 
Green lanes did smile ....!" 



Sudden she ceased. For while her tale she told. 
Turning the pages of the past, she heard, 
Nor heard till now. 
The noise made by those teeth that, nibbling bold. 
Fast wrought her future rapture: "Gentle bird . . 
Lift your bruised brow ! . . . 
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You cannot live like me in care and pain ! . . . 
Fly through this opening ! . . . . Would that I 
could fly! .... 

Quick flying then ! . . . . 
Flash over the shadows ! . . . . Up the thrush-rife 
lane! .... 
Past the deep valleys .... to the mountains high ; 

Out of man's ken I . . . . 

Your wings will speed you like the vesper bat ! . . . . 
Your eyes may look the sun fiill in his face ! . . . . 

And you can sing ! . . . . 
For me, alas, the trap is set ! ... . the cat, .... 
The tiger of the house .... follows my trace . . . . 

On me to spring ! . . . . 

Farewell I " And with a sprightly leap and bound 
Back to his domicile the thoughtful mouse 

Hied ; and watch kept. 
An owl outside did hoot, but not a sound 
Indoors disturbed the silence : all the house 

Heavily slept. 

Slowly the night drew to its close. The lark 
Stood listening for that spirit to speak again. 

Each cheery word, 
So kind, so soft, so sweet within the dark. 
Seemed kinder, softer, sweeter. " Breaths of brain. 

Heart-squeaks I heard ! 
c 
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Those little jolts my joints electrified ! 
Was it a dream ? A vision fancy-wrought ? 

Can I squeeze through ? 
Am I indeed alive or have I died ? " 

(Chanticleer crew). She thrills ; then, half- 
distraught, 

Cries: "Yes! Quite true!" 

She has her breast beyond the riddled bars ; 
Then stops to listen for that voice divine. 

** Grood-bye ! Good-bye ! " 
She does not see those bright eyes — earthly stars ; 
She does not know that those feet — stumps that 
shine — 

Are creeping nigh .... 

" Start I " Boisterous forms flung wide the strident 
door; 
A board laughed as a song-bird soared aloft ; 
And two boys stood 
Before the vacant cage upon the floor : 

" Gone ! " wailed one. " Gone ! " the other moaned. 
A soft 

Voice echoed : " Good ! " 
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The Three Skunks. 

— * — 

It was August the first, a mom fragrant and gay ; 

With bright sunbeams the groves were alive ; 
in the breeze 
Farmer Frogleg stood cheerfully cocking the hay. 

His " better half" busy with butter and cheese. 

There were five at the farmstead, three young and two 
old; 
But the first that was laid in the nest turned out 
bad,— 
Harold was this crank's Christian name, I have been 
told, 
A black sheep and horribly hard-hearted lad. 

Now his hobby was skunk-skinning (hark ! sporting- 
men !) 
And his steel-traps were set in the heart of the 
dell; 
Late he lay in his feather-bed fast asleep, when 

His tribe was disturbed by the smothering smell, 

C 2 
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That a poor thing made, who in a snare had been 
caught. 
And in pain gjroaning lay on the leaf-bestrewn 
ground ; 
When a shrewd rat, that sniffed near, was struck with 
a thought. 
And off to the captive he went with a bound ; 

" Skunk, alas ! " he began, " Ay, I'm sorry to find 
That you've fallen a victim to stratagem foul ! 
But a beautiful scheme has just hatched in my 
mind . . . ." 
He kissed his fiiend woe-stricken, wet was her 
jowl. 

" From the trap's jaws you can't extricate that fair 
foot! 
Scanty succour I bring, yet you shan't suffer long ! 
Come, upon my brown coat I entreat you to put 
Some drops of that perfume so wondrously 
strong ! " 

Quick he spoke ; and the skunk with her tail cov^ed 
thick 
Both the rat's tawny sides with a liquid like oil ; 
" Oh, what delicate painting ! " he panted, " And 
slick ! " 
When Harold's sly footsteps this picture did 
spoil ! 
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** Here he comes ! Here he comes ! '* cried the rodent, 
"FareweU!" 
Cruel fellows like that fill this world full of woe ! 
But you hie to a calm paradisiacal dell ! 

Perhaps we will meet there ! Good-bye, I must 
go!'' 

Just half-way on his jaunt to the farmhouse, the rat 
Heard the deafening rebound of a double-tongued 
gun; 
** There's a skunk gone to heaven ! " he chuckled, 
"And that 
To me is the signal my chores must be done ! " 

Express-train-like he went for the bam and therein 
Blubbered, leaving behind him a terrible track ; 

Now his sprite eyes flash up at a flat, shrivelled skin. 
Seen somewhere before; then he made his attack. 

" All my milk will go sour ! " a maternal voice rose : 
« What a vile smell ! . Here ! Harold ! My 
goodness ! '* meowed Maud ; 
" Something's rotten in Denmark ! *' May moaned 
down her nose ; 
While four steely teeth the piano-stool gnawed. 
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Through the house ran this tramp, those free-holders 
ran out ; 
Farmer Frogleg his trousers hitched up and swift 
sped, 
Armed with pitch-fork and swear-words ; a dusky- 
limbed scout 
Turned three somersaults in the cucumber-bed. 



Gee ! midsummer's day nightmare ! Haw ! monster 
sublime ! 
Hail ! Columbian naughty-puss ! nincompoop 
blest ! 
Furred philosopher fulsome ! Pawed poet, whose 
rh3rme 
Remains in the mind like a blasphemous jest ! 



He made war in May's drawer, on Maud's pillow-slip 
slept, 
Wiped his face in the curtains, the tidies did 
stain ; 
Like a Sultan he lived, like a Kaiser he kept 
His subjects in jeopardy, sorrow and pain. 
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Day struck work. In the cowshed the family sought 
There to make them a nest with a handful of 
straw ; 
Dreadful odours did drift on the darkness. Dawn 
brought 
No change in affairs ; and two bright eye-balls 
saw 

Five poor exiles encamped by a battered haystack. 
Their things hung out around, at the will of the 
wind. 
Their neat homestead defiled and their farm-work 
kept back. 
All awing to somebody being unkind. 

And the whole season long were these folk put about ; 
Beds and carpets were rolled up and duly 
interred ; 
What became of the rat I have not yet found out. 
But Harold is known as "the skunk," I have 
heard. 
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The Caged Squirrel. 

— * — 

A SQUIRREL at a squeaky wheel 

Was working hard one day, 
When through the whirring threads of steel 

He beheld a cat at play : 
A mouse before the monster crept .... 

He shuddered as he saw 
How often its fierce captor leapt 

And crippled it with her paw. 

A smile lay on that feline face ; 

The squirrel sobbed to see 
The victim squirm and run a race 

All in vain to liberty. 
" Fie ! for its dismal suflFerings 

She does not care a fig I 
The agony of little things 

Gives pleasure, methinks, to big ! " 
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The Swine and the Swallow. 

— * — 

" Are you happy ? " said a swallow 
To ten swine that huddled lay 

And in the mire did wallow 
One hot July day. 

" Is it happiness, I query, 

To do nothing all day long, 

Frowy, unthrilled, uneerie, — 
An indolent throng ? 

Every hour some priceless rapture 
Flits before my furtive eyes ; 

I pluck joy's flowers and capture 
Wonders by surprise ! " 

Soon a pig his black eyes squinted. 
And his tusks shone in the sun : 

"Our blessings may be stinted, 
Still, worry we shun ! 

Life's illusions people treasure, 

Until knowledge true they gain ; 

The wise aim not at pleasure, 
But freedom from pain! " 
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" Sirs, my heart gprows lighter daily ; 

I am bonnier than a bee ; 
I cheep and twitter gaily, 

From all chagrin free ! 

Long ere snowfiakes are in motion, 
Southward swift I waft my wings ! 

Of flight you have no notion. 
You cloven-hoofed things ! " 

" We are free from care and trouble ! " 
Came from every twisted snout ; 

" Your life is but a bubble, 
Blown blindly about ! *' 

" Well ! your reasoning is clever. 
And more logical than mine ; 

Your doctrine seems, however. 
Fit only for swine ! " 
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The Rat and the Bat. 

— * — 

The rain beat on a wall, with moss bedight, 

A bat, blown headlong from an apple-bower^ 

Rapped gently at an open door one night. 
To seek a shelter from the shower ; 

A rodent brute, his coat was ruddy brown, 
(A dog that day to him had been unkind) 

Rushed out, pounced on the stranger, struck him down 
And dubbed him " swabber blind ! " 

The moon above the bower slow reared her head ; 

Hie moss-greened wall in every stone was stirred. 
While from the ground the winged mouse sprang, 
and spread 

His pinions like a frightened bird. 

And cried : " Creep back to bed ! In slumber lie ! 

Dream of the past ! View dripping Ararat ! 
I will become a swallow by-and-by, 

And you a vampire bat ! '' 
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The Cob and the Collie. 

— * — 

"How d'ye do?" 
Said the dog ; 
" May I jog 

Beside you ? 

Say, is your 

Master kind ? 
Mine I find 

Dark and dour ! 

Once he kicked 
Me apace, 
When his face 

I just licked ! " 

" Mine is gay 

As a bee ! 

Chirrups : * Gree ! 
Speed away ! ' 

Whispers : * Whoa ! ' 
Pulls the rein ; 
Then again 

Oflfwego!" 
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" Is that fair 

Laddy he, 

Cheerfully 
Sitting there ? " 

" Yes, I take 

Master Jim 

For a swim 
In yon lake ! 

It is sweet 

To drink where 
Walked his bare 

Wondrous feet ! 

It is grand 

To be led. 

Groomed and fed 
At his hand!'' 

Sighed the first ; 
" We must part, 
Else my heart 

Soon will burst ! " 
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The Dead Dog. 

— « — 

Beneath a yew 

A starved cat pale 

Put up her tail 
And muttered : " Meoo ! 

Breathless the brute 

Did persecute 
Me so ! yet I 

Am sorry now 

Poor rude Bow-wow 
So still doth lie ! 

My eyes are wet ! 

Forgive! Forget!" 
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The Wild-Cat and the Willow-Tree. 

— * — 

Up in a weeping willow-tree. 

From a dread dream 
A cat woke and with choler did see 

Two boys beside the stream. 

He clawed the forked branch with a wail. 

Stretched and clomb down : 
" A kettle they attached to my tail, 

And thrashed me through the town ! " 

" Revenge ! " replied the rippling brook, 

" Revenge ! Go, wreak 
Bold vengeance on those fellows that took 

Advantage of the weak ! " 

" Forgive ! the world is fraught with woe! " 

The willow wept ; 
" Easily might some vagabond-foe 

Have slain you while you slept ! " 
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The Woodchuck. 

— * — 

A RODENT, long chased by a dog, 

Once out-of-reach lay 
Beneath a burly log, 

And cried : " Hip ! Hip ! Hip ! Hooray ! 

His limbs then calmly did he fold ; 

While nodding his head, 
A black man came and rolled 

Hie log and laid him out— dead. 

Child-woodchuck, by good fortune blest. 

Give heed to my song : 
Crow not too soon nor rest 

Upon your laurels too long. 
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The Heron and the Eel. 

— * — 

One day a heron seized an eel 

Of somewhat larger size 
Than those wherewith he used to deal ; 

His striped, prehensile prize 

Wriggled, and coiled itself around 
His spotted, snake-like neck, 

And strangled him. My moral's sound : 
Take care at whom you peck I 
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The Two Crabs. 

— * — 

The sun sank in cirri ; the waves on the shore 
In half rings of white spume did expand ; 

When a crab, " to wipe off," he declared, " an old 
score," 
Scuttled out of his hole in the sand. 

His muddy foe lived on the Bimshire lee-side : 
" For such sea-strays I reck not a straw ! 

I will bash-in your back, you mad foam-ghost ! " he 
cried. 
And uplifted his great, clay-rife claw. 

But a lantern appeared ; and a sugar-]pag, fraught 
With sad friends, dipt the fierce duppee grey ; 

And a vengeful crustacean in vain all night sought 
For his house by the sea — ^washed away ! 
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The Flying-Fi5h. 

— * — 

A LITTLE, pisciform thing flew far 

Above the waves ; but, driven pell-mell 
Against a vessel's steel-tipped spar, 
Upon the capstan fell. 

And gasping lay hard by the mast ; 

A sailor piped : " He should have been 
Within the wondrous ocean vast 
Content to live, I ween ! " 
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The Paper-Ship. 

— * — 

A BOAT) made out of foolscap. 

Put out from shore, ant-manned ; 

But, caught in a whirlpool's lap, 

Sank, fraught with foam and sand. 

A poor boy, sad and sordid. 

That tarried by the tide, 
The word saved read, recorded 

Upon the wee wreck's side ! 
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The Pawns. 



The fight had on a checkered field begfun ; 
The air was smoky ; hidden was the sun. 

On both sides, bishops, knights, near king and queen, 
Between twin castles, watched the shifting scene. 

A charm, a quietude seized rear and van. 
While through the lines a thrilling murmur ran : 

** Brave warriors, workers, kinsmen, brothers, why, 
When governments fall out, must poor folk die ? " 
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The Needle-and-Thread. 



" Lo ! when we are one, 
Much work may be done ; 
But, when we are two. 
Little either can do ! " 
" United or not. 
Sad now seems our lot : 
Our mistress has strayed, 
I am sorely afraid ! " 
" When will she return, 
Her wages to earn ? " 
" I heard the front door 
Murmuring : * Nevermore / ' " 
"With rest I will rust!' 
" And I become dust ! " 
Was lovingly said 
By a needle-and-thread. 
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The Apple, the Pear and the Peach. 



Once an apple, a pear and a peach 

Had an argument strong, which I gfive 
Here condensed, g^ls (perhaps it may teach 

You a lesson). They lay in a sieve 
In the kitchen ; the cook a fair child, 

Fond of tarts and particular too 
As to what they were made of. Soft smiled 

The smart apple and said that all knew 
She was just the most fragrant of fruits. 

Chirped the peach, as she blushed : " Have you 
bloom 
On your cheeks, dear, like mine ? " The pear moots 

The fine point of pure form : " Had I room 

I would show you a queen ! " But a knife 

Put an end to their eloquent strife ; 

And the gist of their talk was, I wot, 

Each has something the other has not! 
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The Eglantine and the Butterfly. 

— * — 

The glare was great, the dust deep lay 

In a New England lane ; 
A floweret frail, so naiads say, 

Was fraught with grievous pain : 

No breeze came there, and in the heat 

No leaf would lend its shade ; 
Upon her brow the sunbeams beat, 

And this sad verse she made : 

" I hate the scorching sim and sky ! 

To-day my charms have fled ! 
No one cares for me, and I die ! 

O Death, would I were dead ! " 

A butterfly who flitted near. 

Around some dusty stones. 
Wheeled toward the wild rose (in his ear 

Rang those reechoing tones) ; 

His russet wings with shadowy dower 

He spread, and whispering he 
Roused her with : " Rain ! An August shower ! 

Zephyrus' face I see ! " 
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" O brother brave ! " the sweetbrier whined 

Beneath his bonnie wing, 
" You are an angel good and kind : 

Life, love and joy you bring ! 

Your pinions frail will waft you free 

Before the tempest wild ! 
The wicked sun has smitten me ! " 

He kissed her lips and smiled : 

** I must not linger, eglantine ! 

The gfusts begin to blow ! 
I blame you for those words ! Heed mine 

Ere to yon glade I go ! 

Dear, everything one thinks doth work 

Its unrelenting will ; 
And evil thoughts for ever lurk. 

Fair thoughts and kind to kill ! 

But wicked words are far worse things 

Than wicked thoughts, for they 
Are thoughts incarnate that have wings 

And live like birds of prey ! 

Now, pretty flower, we two must part ! 

To yonder cave I fly ! 
What I have said keep in your heart ! 

One more kiss, dear ....!" " Grood-bye ! ' 
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" Good-bye ! " The wind swoopt down and swept 

The dust up in the lane ; 
The lightning like a tiger leapt. 

The thunder roared again. 

The clouds closed round, the rain fell £ast ; 

The eglantine's life fled ; 
And, ere the ugly storm had past, 

The butt^-fly lay dead ! 

Girls, let this thrilling story teach 

You well to g^ard your lips. 
Through which with every silly speech 

Some evil spirit slips. 
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The Whistling Prog. 

— * — 

A FROG, one rare resplendent night, 
Annoyed a sensitive plant, for he, 

Contentment-fraught, with all his might 
Was whistling terrifically. 

Said the mimosa with a moan : 

" That vicious din meikes my head ache ! 
I wish some bright star, like a stone. 

Would fall and your breath away take ! " 

•** Grood-night I " the gay batrachian trilled, 
" Strange that you so dislike my strain ! 

Nothing by drought was ever killed I 

Why should people whistle for rain ? ^' 

"** How roimd the moon is in the sky ! 

Excuse the spiteful way I spoke ! 
The earth beneath me is bone-dry ! 

Oh, whistle ! Aquarius invoke ! " 

The best rh)nne to exaggerate^ 
Remember, is equivoaUe I 
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The Ant and the Lizard. 



Long and dark lay the shadows as down went the sum 
With a deep crimson blush on his face, 

For a cruel and horrible deed had been done 
By a hand without mercy or grace. 

A g^een lizard was hanging, a horsehair noose fast 
Round his neck ; from the gallows his eye 

On the radiant red-clouded west was still cast, 
When an ant homeward-bound past close by ; 

Up the gfibbet she scrambled and, blest by the sky,. 

Cut the filament without a sound, 
And the fellow, no court of grand sessions did try. 

Scrawny lay on the dew-tricked-out ground. 

Then the said wary pismire withdrew to a hole. 
And of hairbreadth escapes dreamed all night. 

Bright and early next morning she rose. To her goal,^ 
Gaily scurrying (formic foresight !), 
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Down a hill was she wending, when who should 
appear 
At the bottom but he whom she sought. 
With his eye-whites like amber ! The emmet with 
fear 
For her life begged and pity besought : 

** Yesterevening," she pleaded, " I came on you late ! 

'Tis the truth ! On the gallows you himg ! 
And I plucked you in time from a most frightful 
fate!'* 

Vain entreaty ! The red, gall-rife tongue 

Of the judge lacertilian decided the case : 
*' Yes, your act was all right, but your motive was 
base!" 
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The Selfish Wasp. 

— * — 

A WASP within a keyhole went. 
And built a house of clay ; 

And speeding to and fro he spent 
Full many a busy day. 

One afternoon he found, alas, 
His property laid waste ; 

He kept close what had come to pass. 
And in imprudent haste 

Set right away to work again 

His villa to rebuild. 
But all his labour was in vain, — 

He by the key was killed. 

Unsocial insect ! he did die 
Friendless as he did live. 

My fellows I shall trust, and try 
Counsel to take and give. 
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The Drone-Bee. 
— * — 

A DRONE-BEE, driven from a hive. 
Flung himself down one mom, 

With " I am the sorriest soul alive ! 
Why was I ever bom ? " 

And while he wept a spider cried : 
" Prithee, why sit and weep ? 

Slip in, sir ! my door is always wide ! 
Make merry, eat and sleep ! " 

The idler wiped his eyes and flew 
To where he heard the sound. . . 

The arachnid took him, ere he knew, 
And in her toils she bound. 

" Alas ! " cried he, " had I, instead 
Of weeping, worked to-day, 

I had not become within this bed 
A nasty spider's prey ! " 
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The Dung-Beetle. 

— * — 

A BEETLE was rolling a ball of dust 

Upon a path one day ; 
A poor bird was pecking a buttery crust, 

Which a boy had thrown away. 

*'What cheer ?" chirped the biped thrice, "Whither 
bound ? 

Your troubles make me stare ! 
Remember the adage so old and sound, 

Which reproves our worldly care ! " 

** Improvident creature ! " the scarab cried ; 

" I scorn the life you lead ! 
I deem you a fool ! It is near noontide ! 
^ No philosophy I need ! 

I, too, could a vagabond be and sup 

In insecurity ! 
No, thanks ! I will save and some food store up 

Against winter-time, you see ! " 

*' Brains! But," piped the house-sparrow, "One I spy. 

Who begs his daily bread ! " 
The beetle was going to say good-bye. 

When a boot-heel crushed him dead I 
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The Deceitful Orasshoppen 

— * — 

A GRASSHOPPER leapt 
Upon a green lawn, 

Where peaceftdly slept 
A white fawn. 

" This creature, I've heard, 

Is timid and wild, 
Afraid of a bird 

Or a child. 

I'll frighten her then, 

And laugh at her fear ! 

Noddy, I see men 
And dogs near ! " 

The fawn, sleep-bereft, 

Fast forestward rushed . . 

Her graceful foot left 
The rogfue — crushed. 
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The Dying Daddy- Long- Legs. 

— * — 

" Little and big, let me alone ! " 
A tipula in pain made moan ; 

" No common sense is in my head! 
I prophesy I will soon be dead t 

I cannot keep away from fire ! 
For light I have a blind desire t 

I am a blunderer, dreamer, thrall t 
I threw myself against this wall ! 

Ungainly are my legs ; my wings 
Were pulled oflF by unkindly things ! 

Bid me adieu t Leave me to pray, 
Ere from the earth I pass away t " 
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The Deathwatch. 

— * — 

A DOVE, new-wedded, heard a deathwatch tick, 
And to her drowsy mate drew yet more near : 
** That is an ominous sound ! " sighed she ; ** I 
fear 

And hate that fateful, fatuous tapping quick ! " 

" That queer noise, wife, we should not fear nor hate I ' 
Her partner answered with a kiss and coo ; 
" When you were far away, what did I do ? 

It is an insect summoning his mate ! " 
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The Brother Moths. 

— * — 

Hard by a candle, burning bright, 

A moth at midnight lay ; 
Another moth espied the light, 

And he thither sped. " Oh, stay ! 

Stay ! brother, stay ! nor venture near I 
See, I have singed my wings 

While flitting round that flame, and here 
Feel the pain which folly brings ! 

Those radiant rays are warm and sweet ! 

Yet, be persuaded ! See, 
Brother, down here is light and heat 

Full enough for you and me ! " 

The brother heard but heeded not 
Those words so wise and true, 

And in the taper's radiance hot 
With intrepid flight he flew. 

" Help, brother ! to my rescue fly, 

Albeit I am to blame ! 
Help ! in the molten wax I lie. 

And I turn black with the flame t " 
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The brother rose ; his heart beat fast ; 

His face grew white and sheen ; 
Around a corpse his arms were cast, 

While the light burned red and green. 

Oh, human brothers, let us leam 
From this short rhjrme to know 

That if a friend's advice we spurn 
We may bring him too to woe ! 
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The Glow- Worm and the Toad. 
— * — 

There was not a single star in sight, 

When in a country road 
A traveller late one rainy night 

Put his foot upon a toad. 

" Oh, help me ! oh, help I " a glow-worm heard 

A hoarse heart-rending shout ; 
Her being to its depth was stirred. 

And she turned herself about ; 

She lit her wee lamp and thrilling went. 

And, hearkening oft to hear, 
Full many a beam of beauty sent 

Through the dark, dank atmosphere. 

The toad dragged his crippled leg along. 

And loud he cried again : 
'^ Oh, help ! some wretch has done me wrong, 

And I am in dreadful pain I " 



Digitized 



by Google 



71 

All night long it rained and rained and rained ; 

The ugly brute lay dumb ; 
The glow-worm's lantern never waned 

Till the morning's breath had come ; 

And still, still she bent beside him there. 

Having quaffed pity's cup ; 
The reptile woke with eyes astare 

And gobbled the grey grub up I 

An interesting fact the fabler brings 

Before the qualmish mind : 
Oft men with brains do monstrous things^ 

By their appetites rendered blind I 
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The Ladybird. 
— * — 

A HUMAN thing lay dying, 

Clasped to a heart aghast ; 

An insect, sanctifying 

The room (the clock ticked fast), 

Said : "Joy is linked to sorrow. 

And happiness to pain ! 
Weep now ! rejoice to-morrow ! 

Earth's loss will be Heaven's gain I " 
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The Fireflies. 
— * — 

A NATURAL philosopher had caught 
Some luminous beings one night ; 

And, sitting with a thick book, sought 
To read its fine print by their light ; 

For precious life the thralled things fought. 
In a bottle, corked, air-tight. 

A spell did on the reader's spirit fall ; 

This versicle flashed through his mind : 
Feelings they ka/ve^ however small; 

Their beatUiful forms Love designed ; 
And those books are the best of all 

That teach people to be kind. 



Digitized 



by Google 



74 



What are those sweet-voiced things saying. 
Inweaving their words into one r 

What those majestic stems swaying, 

And shedding meshy shades in the sun r 

*^ Through righteous aims have we thriven ! " 
The happy birds trill on the breeze ; 

** Garlands has wise labour given. 

To wreathe tired brows ! " whisper huge 
trees. 
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NOTES. 



Pagb 23. — ^The fruit of the Musa Sapientium is one of the 
principal sources of food in tropical countries, 
and in some parts of South America is an im- 
portant article of diet in the form of flour. 
Bananas are now largely consumed in the 
United Kingdom. The tree bears but once 
and then dies or is cut down. The stem yields 
an astringent juice which by fermentation makes 
a wholesome wine, and the fibre is adapted to 
the manufacture of cordage, paper and cloth. 

Page 25. — ^The. European species is here referred to. The 
American cuckoo builds a rudimentary nest; 
and her eggs, it is said, are occasionally found 
in the nests of other birds. 

Page 38. — Gee! — ^addressed to horses and oxen — signifies 
"To the right." Haw! "To the left," 

Page 39. — ^Articles of wearing apparel, etc., can be rendered 
free from the taint of the skunk by being hung 
in smoke or buried in the earth for a period of 
three or four days. 

Page 50. — '^Dnppee" is a common term in Barbados 
(Bimshire) for a spirit, and is often applied 
epithetically to a species of large grey crusta- 
cean which burrows in the ground not far from 
the sea. These crabs are captured at night by 
directing the rays of a bulPs-eye lantern upon 
them when they have come out of their holes. 
Many people esteem them a delicacy. Bad taste ! 
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